After he was gone, Madame drank the last gkss of cham-
pagne left in the bottle and smiled at herself in the mirror.
Her throat felt a bit dry after all the talking and she took the
atomizer, opened her mouth wide and sprayed it. I have
talked myself hoarse, she thought. I am ruining myself,
and all for Katzerl's sake. She will never understand all the
sacrifices her mother made for her.

Bhakaroff was alone in the room used for improvised
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rehearsals, waiting for Sybil. He had changed into the grey
costume for the coming smuggler's act but he still liad his
monocle gripped into the socket of his right eye. He went
in front of the old greenish mirror and attempted to look
at his own reflection in the glass. When he turned his head
slightly to the side he could see himself quite clearly, he
thought. His black hair was slicked back with brilliantine,
his face was square and strong and everything in it was big
and strong too; the eyes, the nose, the mouth. In the part of
Escamillo he did nothing to make himself look younger than
his age, because his conception of the toreador had great
resemblance to his conception of himself: a man in his forties
with a trained body and a swift mind, and a brilliant matador
in his own dangerous field. After he had studied himself
long enough in the mirror and the picture there began to
dissolve into blobs of black and grey and olive, he took the
monocle off, closed his tired eye and rubbed the lid with
two fingers, as had become his nervous habit during the last
few months. Then, shielding it again with the small disc
of glass, he turned to the table in the centre of the room.
Bending over it he surveyed it with the same attention a
general might give to the map of his future battlefield. There
was a water bottle with two gksses on a tray. An evening
paper someone had left behind. Two ashtrays for those who
violated the rule which prohibited smoking backstage. The
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